THE GIANT RAFT.

until he came into sight again, and at this game Torres
fatigued himself without result.

" Confound the guariba ! " he shouted at length. * There
will be no end to this, and he will lead me back to the
Brazilian frontier. If only he would let go of my case !
But no ! The jingling of the money amuses him. Oh you
thief 1 If I could only get hold of you ! "

And Torres recommenced the pursuit, and the monkey
scuttled off with renewed vigour.

An hour passed in this way without any result Torres
showed a persistency which was quite natural. How with-
out this document could he get his money ?

And then anger seized him. He swore, he stamped, he
threatened the guariba. That annoying animal only
responded by a chuckling which was enough to put him
beside himself.

And then Torres gave himself up to the chase. He ran
at top speed, entangling himself in the high undergrowth,
among those thick brambles and interlacing creepers, across
which the guariba passed like a steeplechaser. Big roots
hidden beneath the grass lay often in the way. He
stumbled over them and again started in pursuit. At
length, to his astonishment, he found himself shouting,

"Come here I come here! you robber!" as if he could
make him understand him.
His strength gave oufc, breath failed him, and he was